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The end of our theatrical season is
in sight. With the Henry Miller en-
gagem:nt the season of 1889-1900 will
be considered closed, and we will
speedily forget its ups ard downs ia
summer sports and-pleasures. For it
has had ups and dewns, and we may
glance them over just for a minute
before the whole thing is consigned to
oMivion. The average person does not
rem:mbear much about a play the next
merning after he has seen it, and at
the end of a season, everytaing is
likely to be either a jumble or a blank
to him. It is not his fault, for 1 Gefy
anybody to remember under their
proper titles the numerous musical
farces and rough and tumble comedies
we have beer surfeited with during the
last few months. The good things have

not entirely passed us by, either, al-,
though it is true that they have been |

fewer than we would like to* have

them. However, our geuerous patron- |

age of the few. should entitie us to a
reward of merit in the shape of more
for next season. Salt Lake is amuse-
ment hungry, and is not looking for
cheap attractions.” Anything, just so it
is cheap,” does not apply here; it is
rather “Good things at any prire; raise
the prices, fairly rob us if you like--
we will go anyhow.”

During the last week we had a les-
son in the effect of prices. The
Jubilee singers came from no one Knows
exactly where, and in view of this
very fact, it was consgidered

five cents and downwards. People did
not want to hear the Fisk Jubilee sing-
ers at any price, even those who had
tickets given them did not attend.
Next came Nat Goodwin, and taking a
base advantage of the dearth of at-
tractions, as well as of the one night
engagement, prices higher
than they have been for many a day
i- Salt Lake for a dramatic attraction.

vere

Peopie nearly broke into the box of- |
i to secure |

iety
wave known
that an ad-
been extorted
It may
that

one,

fice in their frantic ¢
seats, and no one would
from the size of the house
ditional half dollar had
from the hoider of every ticket.
be as well to remark. however,
the experiment is not a safe

neither is the precedent a good one to |

foilow., The fact that the engagement
lasted only one night made it a
this time. There are enough people in
town to whom half a dollar more or
less does not matter to fill the house
for one night, put a long engagement
at this rate would be sure to prove
disastrous.

It was not so very long ago that the
follar and a half rate
sXxorbitant. However,
ave gradually strained themselves up
o it. It is dangerous for anyone to
sstablish the precedent of a still higher
sate and peonle would surely rebel. The
very thought threatens disaster to the
entire scheme of high « attractions

for Salt Lake, which we have never
really had completely and which we
have worked hard to secure.

“Quo Vadis.”

“Quo Vadis,” the famous story of the
struggle of Christianity, will be seen
second time in
Grand theatre tomorrow.
nights and a Wednesday matinee
be plaved. 'The company is an excel-
lent one, and is the same as that seen
on the previous visit of the play. The
sceric effects are especially noteworthy,
and the preduaction will doubtless at-
tract the same wide patronage as it
Gid before.

511
Will

Minstrels at the Grand.
Nashvilie Stu-
“Gideon's Big

prove a gala

“Wright's
dents,” combined with
Minstrel Carnival,” will
event to all lovers of good, wholesome
minstrelsy. This popular raction will
appear at the G
Friday and Szacurday nights of this
s to be the fun fes-

Original

waek, and D1

)

tival of the sc¢ason. There are Iorty-
five performers, containing comedians
galore, besides two military bands and
other features,

Emil Liebling.

One of the principal! events of the end
of the ason will be the t of Mr. !
Emil ing, the distinguished Chi-
cago pianist. He will anppear in Salt
Lake in a ital given at the First
Congregatic urch Tuesday even-
ing, Juae 5, und 12 auspices of Row-
land Hall and Miss Flanders. Mr. Lieb- |
ling is mi.ce than known by & e here,
throuvgh the medium of his composi-
tions, his frequent co ibutions to|
magazines, and the a which ap-
pear about him from time to time In
the musical journais. He also may be
said to be indirectly famillar to Salt|
Lakers through his s ind ac-

complished unil, Miss 1tia AN~
ders. Mr. Liebii zarded in the

east as one of America’s foremost con-

s re
g 181

cert pianists, and his coming is most
eagerly anticine i b sthe musical
community. Mr. W Mathews,
editor of Music r . Liebling is
one of the ) of artists

equal ¢

of musical explanations and literary
discussiou of musical gquestions. -In
th respect he sta among the very |

few writers ujon n ical subjects 1In
America, who always have something
to say, and he says it in a direct, but
highly suggestive frequently witty
manner. Both as artist and as teacher,
Mr. Liebling belongs to the order of|
progressive minds, always in search of
something new and interesting. As a

pianist he brings repose and refinement
to his interpretations.”

Mr. Liebling is
gifted artists of

of
country;

one

the he is

Fisk |

wise to |
charge popular prices—that is, seventy- |

was considered |
theatre-goers |

Salt Lake at the |

Three !

nd theaire Thrrsday, |

the rarely |

{ not only in the frout rank of ianists,
bt . ke is endowed with unusual liter-
aryv ability, is one of our foremost

. American composers, and is a highly

i successful teacher and musical lec-
turer. He will be heard in but the one
public recital here, and a very large

'numbex' of tickets have already been
sold for the event.

Changes in Nance O'Neill’s Company.
(New York Dramatic Mirror.)

Nance O'Neil continues immensely
successful in Australia. She has been
loaded with praise by the ecritics, and
is likely to remain in the Antipodes for
a long meriod. J. €. Williamson, the
theatrical magnate of Australia, is con-
fident that Miss (/Neil has entered
apon a brilliant career, and has arrang-
ed with MeKee Rankin for the actress’
appearance in a number of new DIro-
ductions. Several changes have been
made in Miss O'Neil's company recent-
ly. Thomas Kingston I:as been en-
saged as leading man in place of Clay

Clement. Willlam Bernard, formerly
with Hevt and MreKee, has been se-
cured . stage manager, and Ellen

Berry, daughter or Sir William Berry,
former oremier of Vicloria, has also
| juined the company. Miss O'Neil began
| a five weeks' engagement at Her Maj-
| esty’s the
the plays she will produce will be Gia-
comette’s “*Elizabeth.,”

AT A GLANCE.
Eddie Foy is to star next season in a
farce called “Troubies of His Own.”
Eleanor Robson, the daughter of
Madge Carr Cook, will spend the sum-
{ mer in Paris.

Mr. and Mrs, E. H. Sothern will ap-
pear ir Hamlet at the Garden theatre,
N. Y., "ext September.

Burr McIntosh has been engaged to
play Philemon 1 the production of
“Janice Meredith ' next season.

FPucrcini haswritten a new opera en-
titled “Marie Altoinette.” Melba has
been engaged for the title role.

Hugh Ward is playing in a pantomine
called “Littie Red Riding Hood"” at the
Princess theatre, Melbourne, Australia.

| Michael Morton’s dramatization of
| “Caleb West” will be produced at the
| Manhattan theatre, New York, in the
fall. .

Mr. J. E. Dodson, who was recently
in Salt Lake in ‘“Because She
Loved Him So,” has decided to go into
vaudeville.

{ Seen

| Walter E. Perkins has closed his sea-

son in "My Friend From India,” and is
making prepaiations for a new produc-
| tion next season.

The gold statue of Maude Adams,
made by Bessie O. Potter, and said to
be worth aboat $200,000, was shipped to
Paris last week.

There is a rumor in Australia that
an effort is being made to secure Kyrle
Bellew, who is in Meibourne, as leading
man for Nance O'Neil.

|  Ada Dwyer Russell has gone to Chi-
cago to join Mr. Russell. After his sea-
son they will proceed to Salt
Lake to spend the summer.

closes

Mr. and Mrs. Reginald de Koven have
sold their house furnishings in New
York, and have decided to mgke their
home in Washington, D. C.

It is rumored that Emma Calve will
take the part of Zaza in Leoncavallo’s
opera on the play of the same name,
that will be produced in Milan next
Season. 2

Henry Miller and a carefuily chosen
company will appear at the Salt Lake
theatre June 11 and 12. *“Miss Hobbs,”

| Jerome K. Jerome's comedy ouccess,
| will be presented.

Adele Clarke, mother of Harry Cor-
son Clarke, is said to have secured a
one act play together with James L.
Carhart, in which they will shortly ap-
pear in vaudeville,

Wagenhals and Keimper have hired
an armory at Orange, N. J., where they
mean to conduect rehearsals of next
season’s enterprises under their man-
sment, Madame Modjeska, Louis
{ James and Kathryn Kidder.—Dramatic
Mirror.

-

A reception will be L.won at Rowland
hall by Bishop Leonard and the school
faculty in honor of Mr. Emil Liebling.

At the last meeting of the Chaminade
chorus the following officers were elect-
ed for the ensuing year: Miss Clara
Colton, president; Mrs. J. 8. Kinkead,
secretary; Mrs. Bagby, treasurer.

A few of the pupils of Miss Flanders
will give a private recital for Mr. Emil
Liebling at Miss Flanders’ studio on
Monday afternoon, June 4. IMr. Lieb-
ling will in turn play for the pupils and
address a few remarks to them.

The Euterpe club held the last mest—
ing of the season at Lhe reésidence of
Mrs. Cowan last eveaning. Those who
{ furnished the programme were Mr. An-
derson, Miss Sharp, Miss Lamsor, Miss
Jessup, Miss Berkhoel and Mrs. Jolly.

OF AMERICAN PRESIDENTS

Washington's own description

gelf is the best one. When ordering a
suit of clothes of a London tailor, he
wrote that he was “a man six feet high
and proportionately made; if anything
rather slender for a person of that
height.” ‘In those times it was a conveni-
ent thing to have a triend with a I of
the same size as your own, as Washing

when he ava

ton had in Cclonel Beiler, i

ed himself in his direc
water of that gentleman’s last, a
Yitile wider over the instep.” When Wash-
ingiou was in Barbadoes, West Indies, in
1751, where he spent the winter with hi=
fnvabd brother, Lawrence, he had the

ons

ACTOSsS

“only

smallpox and his face always bore faint |
traces of the disease.

John

Adams was of middle height,
florid and somewhat corpulent,
quite e the pical John Bull. Vanity
and loguacity, as he freely admitted. were
his chief foibles. Thomas Jeffersca was
very erect, agile and strong. He had

strong features, with prominent chin and |

cheek bones.

James Madison
modest and quiet, neat and refined, eour-
teous and amiable. James Monro: was
tall, well formed, with blue eyes and light
complexion. John Quincy Adams was a
great student and described by his friends
as a noble fellow. He was cool, resolute
and good humored, with a bread brow and
a firm mouth

Andrew kson stood six feet one inch
in his gtockings, far from handsome, with
a long, thin, fair face, high and narrow

was small of stature,

Gold.
(Bogton Herald.)

'An absurd belief has long prevailed on
this side of the Atlantic that, unless the
kev of the circulation was handed over
to the banks, the country wauld not ob-
tain an aflequate supply of money for its
business needs from the gold circulation
of the world. Nothing could be more ill-

founded than such an appeehension, Look |

at England in her present experience. She
is carrying on a very costly war in
South Africa, and at the same time the
gold supply from the Transvaal mines
{= shut off. As a result, in the past three
menths ghe has had to send ﬁ,ggﬁ.ué gold
o South Africa, instead of drawing from
that region $21.354 980, ac she did in the

of him-,

{orehead, abundant reddish, sandy hair
falling low over it, eyes deep blue and
i it when he was aroused. He had a
r, graceful figure. He was a bold
rider and a capital! shot, the sort of hero,
when he became president, for whom peo-
ple threw up their caps and shouted them-
selves hoarse.
1 Martin Van Buren was a very polished
leman, “‘punctilious, polite, always
sheerf and self-possessed.” It was
charged against him by those not friend-

Iy to him that he dined too well, lived too

well, kent too good eompany, had tastes
too refined and a tone too elegant.

Willlam Henry Harrison made few ene-
mies, though the subject of hostility. His
most pronounced feature was his nose of
the Roman order. His expression was

aiways serious. John Tyler also was a
| gentleman of solemn mein. James K. Polk
was of middle weight, rather spare; he
had bright, expressive eyes and an ample,
angular forehead. e was gonerous, be-
nevolent and pious.

Zachary Teylor, old “rough and ready.”
had the almost warlike expression of an
indian chief. He was remarkable for the
purity of his character and for his mod-
€5y,
| Millard Fillmore was a cultured, agree-

able man. Franklin Pierce had a frank,
open face and was warm wearted He was

more popular than sny occupant of the

White House after Washington. James

Buchanan was the only bachelor oresi-
| dent and one of the most polished in man-
iner and attractive in appearance.

corresponding three months of last year.
. Here is a comparative loss of $24,911,1%5 of
the yellow metal in a single quarter.
Well, has Eng land been starved fdr gold?
| Not at all. "When one doos closed, an-
| other eopened and in the three months
{ her net 'imports of gcld have actually
| been $22000,000 larger than they were in
| the first Guarter of 1889,

Sick Headaches,

|the curse of overworked womanking,
lare quickly and surely cured by Kari's
! Clover Root Tea, the great blood puri-
| fler and tissue builder. Money refuno-
{ ed If not satisfactory. Price, 25 ets, and

Dept.

150 ~ts, For sale at Z, C. M. L Drug

tre, Sydney, April 14. Among |
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“Abel went ot war one dav; v lYou couldn’'t run fast enough now to
i

Dropped his gun and ran aws=!"

The children cried after him tke jin-
gling doggerel. Abel Tutt went on his
road and would not look at them, nor
sem to hear them. The insult was a
very old one to his ears.  These were
not the first children to molest him in
the village streets, as the schools were

dismissed. The parents of some of them

hac; yelled at him years ago, parents
WwWa p

rhym..
of theee present babes had chaunted it |

get away =afe. Best siay at home.”

“Abel went to war one day.

Dropped his gun and ran away!”

“Is that true?’ the sergeant asked
coldly, looking up and down the man’s
{ lank form with a sneer.

“That's why I want to join,” =sald
Abel with pathetic appeal. “I want a
chance to wipe it out. Can I see the
officer?”

“No good,” the soldier answered,
turning sharply away. “The captain
wouldn't speak to you. He never lets

J'ere the first concoctors of the | up on a deserter.”
~- The elder brothers and sisters |

Abel, with a white face and down-
looking, shamed eyes, slipped away

HE GUIDED THE STAMPEDIN

]
W/

G PACK MULE, HE CHARGED

THROUGH THE HELL IN FRONT O F HIM.

in their turn, and still the mocking
words were relished by the urchin mob.
For nearly thirty-four years the now
gray-bearded and solitary man had
been the butt of his native townshib.
oNgirl had in that time walked with
him or danced with him, although he
had been a straight and handsome
youth, nor had he been a sharer in the
sports of the young men. As he grew
older he was allowed no part in the
councils of the village. If he desired to
vote at a presidential election he did it
only by running the gauntlet of a thou-
sand sneers. Manifecily, it seemed ab-
surd tah a man who had deserted in
the face of his country’'s enemy should
have a say in the choise of his coun-
try's chief executive. Heé was tabooed;
he was ostracised; he was outside thee
camp.

As the lonely years passed by and
many of the soldiers who had fought
while he ran dropped out of life, his
punishment became softened to a great
extent. He lived so consistently apart,
and was so long suffering under torture
and, also, so many new and interesting
events happened, that people began to
forget if they never forgave. For a
large part of the year, therefore, Abel
Tutt could now come into the marke.
place from his patch of a farm and be
contemptuously ignored. But on one
day. of each year, even of those years
when a new generation was springing
up, his humiliation was freshened and
complete, his agony of shame peculiar-
ly acute. This always happened on
Decoration day. When the schools were
closed and flags were limped; when the
war-scarred veterans limped to fife and
drum, ‘and rosy cadets claimed their
fathers' cheers; when wreaths of laurel
and the best loved flowers were piled on
heroves' graves, and the modest monu-
ment on the green was surrounded by
the swaying crowd who listened to the
rators—then Abel hid himself awav.
May and springtime were to him no
season for rejoicing, but a pericd of
pennance and remorse, Then the story
of his shame was certain to be retold,
and, if he dar-d to go abroad, his ears
must hear the old refrain:

“Abel went o war one day,
Dropped his gun and ran away!” .

He was young when.first he had been
called “coward”—a lad of 18. Now he
was stooped and grayer than some
men older than he, but his hard work-
ing life in the open and almost necessi-
tated abstention from all revels had
kept 1 ) strong and active. He had
suffere. 1 soul but not in body. Now,
when h: was over 50, an old, familiar
call came to his solitude, a call unheard
for many years, a call which rang out
until every citizen from the Atlantie to
the Pacific heard it—thec bugle call to
arms. Abel heard in the store and saw
in the paper what had occurred, and he
fell on h : knees in his lonely house and
scobbed and prayed:,

“If T am permitted another trial,” he
cried, “give me strength, oh Lord! give
me courage!”

ihrough the jeering crowd and went
| back to his farm. He sat there, silent
| and sorrowing, until long after dark,
| and then sprang to his feet.
|  “I must go!” he ¢ried. “I can bear
| it no longer. It is my only chance—I
| must go.”
|  From many transports the American
| soldiers poured into Cuba. The regu-
lars and volunteers, white and black,
| paused but a little while and then
| plunged into the interior to do speedy
| battle. But besides there were others
to be landed. With shouts and yells
| the neighing of horses and the eclamor-
{ our brays of mules, the four-footed fol-
| lowers of the army Were forced over-
| board and guided ashore, swimming.
With them were their immedisle mas-
! ters and attendants, the necessary but
far from ornamental muléteers. These
wore no smart uniform, nor did they
march on shore to sound of band or
bugle. They were, to the casual man of
notes, a disfiguring blot on the picture.
They were. rough - and undisciplined
and shaggy-bearded and rude of
tongue. The trained battalions drew
out in orderly columns as though leav-
ing the familiar home parade. The
mules followed, a ‘tumultuous herd
ready to stampede, and in front of and
| behind them, and watching their
flanks, rode the whackers, every man
igarbed and equipped as he thought
| best. The inexperienced observer would
have regreted their unwarlike and
vagabond looks, but the passing officers,
who knew their value, watched them
anxiously and with as lively an inter-
est as they did the troops, for each
mule was laden down with ammunition,
| and upon these coarse looking, coarse
tongued mule whackers depended per-
haps the fate of the army, should
that ammunition not be on hand at a
critical moment. These, also, therefore,
took their lives in hand. Not all heroes
are dressed for the part.

Among them, doing his hard work
silently and without complaint under
a glaring sun, rode the coward, Abel
Tutt. All his efforts to enlist in the
| ranks had been absolutely vain. De-
spairing of carrying a rifle then, but

There was a recruiting station in a
large town not far from the villaze, |
and there gathered many of the region |
who desired to enlist for the war |
against Spain. Thither went Abel Tutt, |
telling no man of his mission. A ser- |
geant, selected for the service because |
of his smart and prosperous fisure, |
stood at the doer of the offices, and to
him Abel applied. Many young fellows
were hanging about and when ‘he gray-
beard arrived his presence occasioned
curiosity and smiles. The sergeant,
however, was sufficiently cordial in his
manner.

“I've come to ‘'list,”
straightening up.

“1 guess,” said the sergeant, not un-
kindly, “this war can be fixed withouat
calling on the veterans. The doctor’'s
only passing young men and hearty.
How old are you?”

“Fifty odd.”

“Grand Army?”

“No, sird’ K

“Thought maybe you'd been in the
civii war.” T

“I—I was in the army.”

“Well, it's great to see the way you
veterans are eager to fight again!” the
sergeant said with an approving smile.
"“You shame lots of the young chaps.
But you old hanhds at thé trade have
had your fill of glory, so don't grudge
the new boys their chance.”

“Glory!” cried a wvoice in the little
crowd, and a youngster from Abel's
township pushed forward with a loud
laugh. “Glory! Him! Great Scott,
but that's good. It's Abel Tutt, the
deserter, who would have been shot
for running away if President Lincoln
hadn’t pardoned him when his mother
went to him crying. Him want t%

said Abel,

“Abel Went to War One Day, Dropped
His Gun and Ran Away.”

determined to wipe out his disgrace
by some means, he had gone down to
Florida, and there at Tampa he had
at last found means to follow the army
he had once deserted. He knew littie
of the special work of a mule packer,
but he was accustomed to horses and
mules, and kis persistency gained him
a place as assistant.

No one knew the m he ran
was in. No one knew of t which
oppressed him. The village boys were
quite right in their judgment of him.

Abel was a coward, as people judge
cowardice. His flesh shivered at the
mere thought of a wound. He shrank
and cowered instinctively at the erack
of a rifle or the distant »oar of heavy
guns. In his boyhood he had not real-
ized the peril, and, carried away by
the contagious enthusiasm ¢
rades, had enlisted, only to run, pani
stricken, at the first gleam of the

enlist! That's good. ¥
an vour feet as you us

my's ‘h,a.,vfmgi. Noy ne

veer

of com- |
C-

p— -

up to death’s domain with his eyes

! open, knowing and understanding the

imminent danger, and he was afraid,
horribly afraid. Yet he followed on,
and closed his teeth and prayed. The
soui of the man had at last succeeded
in ruling the body.

III.

The aide-de-camp spurred his horse
and rode at a wild gallop down the
forest road. There the shells were fall-
! ing and bursting among the trzes, when
they had finished their shrieking flight
from the guns on the hill. As the staff
! officer rode on his life was momentarily

threatened by Spanish sharpshooters in
i bushy tree tops.

The battle had stubbornly raged all
the morning, and now, when the trop-
ical sun was at height, the weary, per-
Spiring invaders of the isle were pray-
ing for night or else the command to
rush the trenches. As jt was they were
only grimly holding their own, scat-
tered in long lines of skirmishers, hug-
ging shelter, rained on by builets and
shocked by shattering shell.

The aide-de-camp broke out of the
jungle strip again and gained the open.
Here he found himself several hundred
yards from his objective—a battalion
of regular infantry, who were slowly
advancing up a hill, pouring in a hot
fire on the Spaniards, who held the en-
trenched ridge. Their fire was heavy,
but the Spanish fire, backed by artil-
lery, was a deadly one, and here and
there lay many blue-coated soldiers
stiffening in the long grass. - The aide
charged through the hail and drew up
beside the major in comanmd.

“The brigade general’'s compliments,
sir,” he panted. “It is vital that you
keep the enemy busy at this poigt for
at least another hour, when the rein-
forcements coming up will permit a
general advance. The general desires
to know if you can do this with your
present force. He can ill spare the
men, but if necessary you can have
}a‘?otl}gr company. What shall I tell

“Tell him,” said the major, coolly,
“that a company will make no differ-

i

ence, I've men enough, I guess, but
wait a moment, please.”
He walked &along the rear of the

skirmish line as calmly as if drilling
on the target range, and asked ques-
tions of a number of non-commissioned
officers and men, while bullets spat-
tered reund him.

“Please ask the general to not mind
sending men,” he told the aide, “but, for
heaven's sake, to send me ammunition.
We don’t average twenty rounds left per
man. If he can’t, why—I must fall back.”

“I can prom:ise it in half an hour,” said
the aide. ““The pack mules have arrived.”

The battalion continued its dogged as-
sault, creeping up by inches, the men
throwing aside one by one everyvthing
they dared, to lighten them and make the
heat less intolerable. The minutes passed
until ten, fifteen, twenty had gone, and
at last the half hour. The major chafed.

‘“‘Easy, bovs, easy!” he cried. “Don’t
throw away a shot. What's wrong, Cor-
poral Eads?"

“Not a cartridge left, sir.”

The major fumed.

“If 1 fall back.,” he groaned, “those
beggars will charge us and—ah! Is that
them? Yes—go it, boys, here comes more
ammunition! Non-commissioned officers,
fall out and make ready to distribute am-
munition.”

At the edge of the jungle strip appeared
two pack mules. Two men, mounted on
other mules, drove them forward. The
Americans cheered, but the sharp eved
Spaniards also saw the newcomers, and
at once realized on what errand they
came. The fire of three guns on the hill
was directed instantaneously upon the
mules, who were at once crazed by the
shell and shrapnel which screamed at
them, while every rifle in_ the trench
seemed to be aimed at the devoted mule
whackers.

One of the muleteers, a gray-bearded,
round-shouldered man, was white with
the agony of his fear, but the other, a
dark, cannon ball-headed young fellow of
the bulldog tyvpe, was aroused by+his dan-
ger to passionate wrath and utterly un-
thinking recklessness. As the tornado of
iron and lead broke upon him he velled
to his comrade with a clatter of crowded
oaths to come on.

“You white-faced dummy!” ecried he.
“What are yvou shaking about? Round up
that mule—get a move on you—them cart-
ridges have got to get to the major, see?
They've got te. Ram your heels into that
brute of yours and fellow me, or by the
saints I'll plug yvou so full of holes folks
‘1l take you for an open door! Comne on!”

The coward's weaker part was nearly
the conqueror. Every nerve in his body,
every instinct, prompted him to turn and
run to shelter. He was in exactly the
same deplorable physical condition as he
was when, vears agone, he slipped away
from the ranks, unnerved by the roar of
guns. His face was wet with cold per-
spiration; his hands were shaking; his
knees gripped his mount’s flanks con-
vulsively. In another moment he would
have abandoned his trust and added
greater disgrace to his name, when a good
angel whispered to him. He saw, by the
light of one clear flash of memory, his
village street. He saw himself passing,
through more than thirty years, a dis-
honored life. He feit again the slow tor-
ture of shame. He heard the mocking
voices of the children:

“Abel went to war one day, o
Dropped his gun and ran away!

Abel Tutt cried out aloud:

“Anything but that! Sooner death! Give
me strength, ch Lord! Give me cour-
age!"’ .

The incident passed in less than a min-
ute. Then the two muleteers lashed on
the pack mules. The distance to the
battalion was but a few hundred .yards,
but these vards were each black with the
shadow of grinning death. The pack
mules also were so mad with the noise
and the clouds of earth shot up by shells
that they ran here and there and made
the distance twice as long. The younger
muleteer was aflame_with rage and ex-
citement. He rode 1N a horsebreaker.
He circled like an Indian. He ki
pack mule pretty straight, shouting,
cursing, cheering with every breath. Abel
followed silently, but he was no expert.
His charge broke hither and thither, and
every moment the bullets seemed to fall
faster. At last the young man rgse in his
stirrups with a triumphant yell, and
waved his hat at the Spanish with a
gesture of contempt. Too soon he crowed,
He was but seventy or eighty yards from
a bluff which would shelter him, where
the soldiers were eagerly walting and
cheering him on. The pack mule was im-
mediately in front of him, and Abel many
yards behind. The ordained shell arrived.
It crashed fairiy into the boxes of am-
munition packed on the mule. A rock-
rending explosion followed. When the
earth cloud vanished the mules and the
muleteer lay in a ghastly heap and the
ammunition was scattered far, and most
of it had taken part in the explosion.
Then the major and the men were aghast
with horror and disappointment, and a
moan of sorrow swept the ranks. They
turned their eyes to Abel, their only
hope. The coward had seen and his pulses

most seemed to beat. Round him. the
missiles were falling thick. In another
minute he would be like that unhappy
fellow of his—torn, bloody, mutilated. He
turned faint, and his impulse was to drop
from his saddle and creep away in the
long grass and hide, and shelter his poor
coward flesh. Roaring noises were in his
ears; things swam before his eyes. With
a mighty effort he broke away and cried
again with a martyr's ery:

“Give me strength, oh, Lord!
courage!”

He received it. He spurred his mule;
he guided the stampeding pack mule. He
charged through the heil in front of him.
He saw the cheering soldiers before him
and very near. Then something shrieked
in the air, feli and burst, and as the pack
mule was caught by the soldiers and the
all-needful cartridges were torn from its
back, Abel sank, grievously torn by a
piece of the bursting shell, into the arms
of the major. .

“Thank you, thank you, my man!" cried
the ijubilant officer. ““You've saved the
position. That last dash was grand, mag-
nificent! You're a hero, and the foiks at
home shall know of it, I promise you.

Abel tried to speak.

“Please sir,” he gasPed. “Will you—will
you tell the children?"’

He lived awhile and was sént home, and
in the village which had mocked him died
of his wound. There was no mocking
then, but much honor was paid the cow-
ard, for the major made good his word,
and the newsnaners snoke much of the
obscure muleteer's timely bravery.

Decoration day came after Abel was
Jaid in his grave. For long, long lonely
 vears the day had been the unhaopiest
ay to him of all. Now the veterans of
the civii war and the returned volun-

Give me

fully at his headstone and sorrowed that
they had jeered at him. And the chil-
dren came in little crowds, silent and
tearful, and the scornful rh; was for-
ever banished from their lins, and Abel
Tutt's mound was hidden by very many
best loved fiowers.. Thus , Was
tted at last to take part in the sol-

ersu celebration. :
There are divers scrts of bravery, but
~who is bravest of r
whe eonauers his cowardice.

ept his’

teers of the Spanish war stopped remorse-

all is the coward gf

may have caught cold.
a headache. %o

CANDY

potent.

Feel bad today?

Makes you feel mean — bad taste—and
upon our advice just once and take

"MARK REGISTERED
wFOR THE-BOW FlSe

No mercurial or pill poison in CASCARETS, but an absolutely
harmless, purely vegetable compound. Pleasant, palatable,
They taste good and do good. Get the genuine C.C.C,
Any druggist, 10c, 25¢, 50c. Take one now and

Feel well tomorrow

CATHARTIC

OF NEW YORK,
Paid for business on carefully
selected and unimpaired lives

oniy- $162.870,679

New York Life,

Impaired or sub-

$202,390,080

Including
standard lives.

Equitable,

Deducting policies issued and
not paid for $|49,73|,9'0

e Ti NUTUAL LFE

Is the only one of these three compan-
ies that does not insure impaired lives,
If yvou are desirous of insuring in a
company that requires a most thor-
ough medical examination and accepts
only carefully selected and unimpaired
lives, applicration may be made to

Rulon S. Wells,

MANAGING AGENT,
5-10 Commercial Block. Salt Lake City,
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NCURASTHENIA!

LETTING-DOWN OF THE NERVES,
SLEEPLESSNESS,

CURED WETH THE GREAT HUDYAN.

DEBILITY,

(Hudyan for Nerves.
All Druggists, 50c.)

¢
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8328 AR
t‘? ! ‘.”&0

ner Stockton, Ellis and Market streets, San Francisco, Cal.

“THE NUMBERS SHOW
the points of weaknsss that are
due to a letting-down of the
nerves.”

Fig. 7, headaches or dizzi-
ness; Fig. 6, hollow eyes or
dark rings under eyes; Fig. 5,
pale, thin face or sunken
cheeks; Fig. 4, coated tongue
and offensive breath; Fig. 3,
palpitation of heart; Fig. 2,
disordered digestion and bloat-
ing of stomach; Fig. 1, torpid
liver and constipation. Other
symptoms of nerve wesakness
are clouded memory, lack of
energy, despondency, trem-
blings, irritability, weakness,
a fear of impending evil, loss
of appetite, backache, horrid
dreams, twitching of muscles,
nausea. You awake in the
morning hollow-eyed and tired
out. You cannot sleep, have
horrid dreams.

i HUDYAN cures one and ail
the abeve symptoms. Don’t
wait a moment. HUDYAN is
within your immediate rsach.
Don’t court prematurs decay
nor serious mental trouble.

HUDYAN speedily makss its
influence felt in nerve quietude,
impreved appetite, gain in
weight and strength, correctad
bowsls, hezlthful sieep. EUD-
DYAN is nature’s own vemedy
for building up and rejuven-
ating the nervous system.
HUDYAN is a positive cure for
all nervous troubles.

HUDYAN is for sale by drug-
gists, 50c a package six pack-
ages $2.50. If your druggist
does not keep it send direct to
HUDYAN REMEDY CO. cor

Case Free of Charge.

G POCPPOPPPPPPPIVP OO POPPPCPPOPPPDPEODP POPPVDDPIPPVPPVIPCIIVR POPCIPPPPPRPOTGO TSI OTD

You May Consult the Hudyan Dectors About Your
Write.
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GARDNER DRILY STORE NEWS,

TODAY—Men’s Suits.

tart them at $6.00.

Stop them at $28.00.

Many gettiiig off places in between.

But the main thing to remember—

More suit value for your money or
your money back.

Did you ever buy clothes that way
before? Nol

Then you'd better try i:.

Here’s one at $12.00 that ought to
interest you, a blue serge, round cut
style of coat, well lined, trimmed and
tailored all through.

wem J, P GARDNER, sesimns
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WHEN IN DOUBT, TRY

1hey fave stood the test of years,
an?hzvn cured thousands of




